SECOND DAT

IT has long been known that it is one thing to intend
to do something and another thing to do it.
Nobody could have been more firmly resolved
than I to make an early start next morning, and I had
asked for tea at seven. Unfortunately, after I had been
waked I fell at once asleep again, and when I got
downstairs at half-past nine the landlady, as one knowing
the worthlessness of men's promises,, remarked: "I
thought you said you were going to be out of the house
at eight." Still, she didn't seem to mind, and when I had
refreshed myself with a kipper I set out with kind
farewells.

As I stepped out into that ancient street, every gable-
end and Lipton's window of which had been for years
familiar to me, I caught sight, at the far end where roads
meet, of a small hexagonal plastered building set in the
middle of the road. A sudden idea struck me and made
me pause on the pavement. "Here am I," I thought,
"exploring my native land; I ought to be sight-seeing; I
haven't seen a sight yet; why not see one?"

There was that venerable pile, the Godalming
museum. For years I had passed it daily, noting the
grave letters MUSEUM above the portal; for years I
had resolved to investigate it; and never once had I
remembered my firm intention and passionate curiosity
when I had had time to go in. "I will go in now/' I
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